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It was a small one-story wooden house with novelty siding and a cheap asphalt-shingled roof built during a building boom that coincided with a build-up of manned bombers during the early Cold War. The boom ended when the Air Force had closed the nearby air base and its original owners moved away. The house passed into the hands of a landlord, then to another, and then to a small speculator who hoped that there'd be another drilling boom in the Permian Basin and that he could profit from it. Meanwhile, the hot Texas sun continued to beat down on the house no matter who owned or rented it. The house was sold to the Morgendorffers a few years later when Jake and Helen Morgendorffer arrived in Highland with their two daughters in a battered car and battered ideals to take advantage of a drilling boom out in the oil fields. The grass struggled to survive the heat and the lack of water, even with the husband's recourse to the water hose.

The boom receded, but the Morgendorffers stayed on. Helen Morgendorffer commuted the thirty five miles to the law firm where she worked in Midland while Jake worked at a wholesale supplier's and dreamed of setting up his own consulting business. Both parents looked after their daughters even if they didn't always understand them and even if some of the things they did were a trial.

The two Morgendorffer daughters did not get along with each other. The older one, Daria, tended to be solitary and played with her own toys. The younger daughter, Quinn, was far more outgoing and gregarious. As toddlers, Five year-old Daria and three year-old Quinn assumed that Daria would be the older sister and that Quinn would be the younger one. That was the way it was, at least since Quinn came along, and that was the way it was going to be until they went away to college, which seemed sometime way off in the distant future.

As the Morgendorffer daughters grew older, Jake and Helen began to suspect that their eldest daughter wasn't quite normal. Daria had been an unusually quiet baby except, of course, when she wanted to be fed or have her diaper changed. Her eyes constantly roamed around the room and she often seemed to be listening to strange, silent things that only she could hear. There was a time between when Daria started to crawl and when Daria went off to day care that Jake and Helen started to worry that their eldest daughter might be autistic. But no, Daria did learn how to talk, she could pay attention (at least when she wanted to), and she could and did converse with her parents and her younger sister Quinn, although these conversations tended to be short.

But not always. Sometimes Daria asked questions that seemed so unusual and so profound that Jake not only found that he couldn't answer them, but he suspected that even full-blown college professors would have difficulty answering them, too.

Daria was strange in other ways. Weird, inexplicable things started to happen almost as soon as little Daria learned to walk. A cartoon frog with a charging plug for a tail appeared in the living room at the same time Helen's cordless portable phone went missing. Another time Helen's car wouldn't start and when the mechanic popped open the hood, he discovered that her car's engine block was fused solid. Helen's car was still under warranty, but it took her a couple of weeks before the block was replaced. A couple of years later, two of her father's golf clubs had taken the shape of elongated flamingos.

Despite the magical outbursts, Daria's childhood continued to have a patina of normalcy. Daria wasn't particularly friendly or outgoing child, despite the fact that she started to talk before she was three. She did make one friend; a young girl named Cindy Wise, the daughter of one of the few friends Helen and Jake made in Highland. Happily, Cindy lived down the block and across the street. Cindy was also an avid fan of picture books, they enjoyed playing with dolls together, occasionally drew pictures, and listened to some of the old vinyl records Helen and Jake had brought with them from Austin when they moved their family to Highland. Cindy introduced Daria to her friends Linda and Jessie. Sometimes, under Helen's prodding, they'd include an increasingly active and talkative Quinn in their play, although Quinn found that Jessie's younger sister Dale was more interesting.

Daria's strange episodes usually happened at home with only family present, but not always. Once Daria ran out into the street without looking to retrieve a ball that Cindy threw at her that got away; Daria remembered seeing a car's front end bearing down on her, hearing the car's horn and the screech of brakes, then suddenly finding herself safely on the other side of the sidewalk on the other side of the street. Helen and Jake never actually Daria's near-brush with the car, but they heard about it later from Cindy's mother and from Quinn.

If a grown-up had asked Daria if she liked Highland (None ever did), Daria would have said that she didn't like it. It was hot in the summer, boring, and outside her small circle of friends, most of the people she met were stupid or uninteresting. Her parents didn't like Highland that much, either.

Daria's world began to change when she turned five. She was now old enough to go to kindergarten. That fall she enrolled at James Ferguson Elementary School with a lot of other Highland-area children. Like most kindergartners, Daria learned her ABC's and numbers, even if she couldn't manage reading and writing quite yet. Jake helped there; he'd already shown Daria the letters of the alphabet and how to count even before Mrs. Hollings began to teach numbers. But if Daria couldn't read and write quite yet, she suspected that she could enjoy reading stories when she learned how.

As Daria wrote much later, "My first writing lessons used pencils. We spent our first lessons drawing the alphabet, then actually printing words. Most of my little classmates weren't very good at writing or printing and we not only needed pencils, but we also needed erasers. A couple of the kids were so bad that they wore their erasers down to the metal strip by the end of the second week of school. After that, they were constantly trying to borrow other people's pencils or they'd talked their parents into buying rubber erasers of their own."

Jessie's Mom was a calligrapher, and let her daughter and Daria try their hands at writing with feather quills. The experiment did not go well with Daria; her paper was covered with lots of messy ink blots. She told herself that it would be a _long_ time before anyone ever made **_her _**write with a feather quill again.

Daria's and Quinn's world shifted another way one afternoon when they came home from day care. "Girls," said Jake Morgendorffer, "Your mother and I have an announcement." Their father was smiling. Daria relaxed. Dad usually frowned and occasionally shouted when something bad was going to happen and Mom was usually tense.

"What's the announcement, Dad?" asked Daria.

"It's a surprise, girls," said Jake. "We'll all wait until your mother gets home."

Daria and Quinn waited expectantly in the living room for Mom to come home from the office. Quinn fidgeted and paced. Daria started going through a picture book she'd borrowed from the Wises.

"I wonder what the announcement is," she wondered. "Maybe we're going to move. " She liked Cindy and Cindy's friends, but she hated Highland.

Their Mom came in what seemed forever, but was only an hour later.

"Hello, Girls," said Helen. "Your father and I have an announcement, as I'm sure he's told you."

"You haven't told them what the announcement is yet, have you, Jakey?"

"No, Helen," Jake said, his good cheer diminishing slightly at Helen's tone of voice. "I was waiting for you to come home before I said anything."

Helen flashed a smile at Jake.

"Well, girls," said Helen. "I've got good news. I'm pregnant. I'm going to have a baby."

"But you already had babies," said Daria. "You have us."

"Well, Daria, sweetie," said Helen. "I'm going to have another one."

"Is it going to be a boy baby or a girl baby?" said Quinn.

"I don't know yet," said Helen.

"It's going to be a girl," said Daria. She didn't know how, but she **_knew_**.

Jake's eyes widened. He recognized that tone of voice. Sometimes his oldest daughter had these flashes of certainty and, much to his wonder, whatever Daria said when she had them somehow came true. Jake had no idea as to why a five year-old girl's predictions would come true, but somehow, some way, Daria's almost always did.
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Daria Ravenclaw The Highland Years Part Two

"Is it going to be a boy baby or a girl baby?" said Quinn.

"I don't know yet," said Helen.

"It's going to be a girl," said Daria. She didn't know how, but she _**knew**_.

Jake's eyes widened. He recognized that tone of voice. Sometimes his oldest daughter had these flashes of certainty and, much to his wonder, whatever Daria said when she had them somehow came true. Jake had no idea as to why a five year-old girl's predictions would come true, but somehow, some way, Daria's almost always did.

"Well, Daria, we'll see, Sweetie," said Helen.

"So where is the baby?" said Daria. "Is it in the hospital? Can we go see it?"

"No, Sweetie," said Helen, "the baby is inside me and when the time comes I'm going to go the hospital so they can help me get it out. Then the baby and I will come home."

"Oh," said Daria. She wondered how a baby could get inside Mom. She wondered how old you had to be to get a baby inside of you. She'd have to ask Mom sometime, but this wasn't the time to do it.

"So when is the new baby coming?" said Daria.

"Not for months and months yet," said Helen. "In the meantime, we'll all have time to get ready for when it does come."

"Can we name the baby?" asked Quinn hopefully.

"Sorry, Sweetie, but your father and I are going to be the ones give her her name," said Helen.

The news that Mom was going to have a baby and that they would have a little brother or sister was so big that Daria and Quinn put aside their usual rivalry. In fact the news was so big that they weren't able to go to sleep as fast as they usually did, even after their mom turned their lights out..

"So Mom's going to have a baby," said Quinn. "Maybe she'll be home more."

"That would be nice," said Daria. "Then we could do more stuff together like we used to."

Mom used to stay home and do things with them when they were younger, but with every year those times had grown less and less.

That didn't happen. Life continued much as it had before Mom's announcement. Either Mom or Dad would drop Daria at kindergarten in the morning and then take Quinn to day care, then in the afternoon either Dad or Mom would take Daria to day care, then one of them would drive them home in the evening.

September changed into October and the days of October ran out to the last weekend before Halloween. That weekend, Daria learned that Mom and Dad were going to a costume party. Daria thought the idea of Mom and Dad playing dress-up, even for Halloween, was a little funny. That was something Mommies and Daddies didn't do; it was only the kids who got to dress up for Halloween. Nevertheless, Daria thought that Mom looked very pretty in her witch's costume, but Dad looked silly in his wizard's outfit.

There was a down side to Mom and Dad going to their costume party: they'd have a baby sitter. Normally, Mom and Dad would let them spend the night over at the Wises' and the Markhams', but they were going to the party, too. Mom found another sitter at the last minute. Daria didn't like the way the sitter looked at her and her sister when her Mom turned away and she had a horrible orange hair-dye job.

"Girls, this is Mrs. Cummings," said Helen. "She is going to watch you this evening.

Daria's suspicions proved correct almost as soon as her Mom and Dad left the house. Mrs. Cummings was mean. Almost as soon as Mom and Dad left the house, Mrs. Cummings ordered the girls into their bedroom, then turned the television up about as loud as it could go. Daria and Quinn tried to roll with the punches. Figuring that Mrs. Cummings was distracted by the television, Daria turned the lights in their bedroom back on and the girls set about amusing themselves: Quinn by coloring in a coloring book, Daria by re-arranging the furniture in her doll house.

Apparently than wasn't good enough for Mrs. Cummings. She threw open the bedroom door and yelled at both girls to get back in bed.

The girls lay sullenly in their beds, the lights out.

"I wish she'd go away," said Quinn.

"Me, too," said Daria.

"I wonder what she'd look like with green hair," said Quinn.

"That would be neat," said Daria.

Despite the fact that both girls were angry at Mrs. Cummings and bored with being stuck in their bedroom with the lights out, they eventually went to sleep. Just before Daria drifted off into Dreamland, she fervently wished that Mrs. Cummings' hair WOULD turn green.

Both girls awoke shortly after midnight when Mrs. Cummings started yelling at their Mom and Dad. The baby-sitter was not happy.

"My hair turned green and it's your bratty children's fault!" screamed the baby sitter.

Helen glared back at Mrs. Cummings, at cigarette stubs put out in an old metal ashtray she and Jake had bought as a souvenir, and at an opened can of beer on the coffee table across the room from the television.

"When you agreed to babysit my girls, we agreed that there would be no smoking or drinking," she said in a voice that stopped short of a low growl, "I suggest we settle at the rate we agreed on beforehand or I start spreading around feedback about just how well you do your job."

"But my hair turned green!" shouted Mrs. Cummings.

"And my daughters did it?" said Helen sarcastically. "A five year-old girl and her three year-old sister overpowered you, marched you to the bathroom sink, and gave you a bad dye job?"

"Yes!" shouted Mrs. Cummings.

"Well, in that case I suppose you could dial 911," said Helen sarcastically, "but somehow I doubt you could sell your story to Highland's finest or the county sheriff's department. There's a phone over by the couch if you'd like to try."

"We can do this one of two ways," said Helen. "You can settle at the rate we agreed on beforehand, or you can attempt to take your claim to small claims court and see if a judge and jury will buy it." She put a small pile of bills on the coffee table.

Jake watched Helen watching Mrs. Cummings. _This must be the way Helen acts in court_, he realized. He could almost see the shark's teeth. He was proud of his wife and a little frightened of her at the same time.

Mrs. Cummings looked balefully at Helen and Jake, picked up the money, stalked out the front door, and slammed it behind her.

November followed October and the Morgendorffers had a Thanksgiving dinner at home. Jake cooked the meat while Helen cooked the vegetables. For once, Jake's efforts with the turkey were edible, although Helen made both Quinn and Daria promise not to tell their father that she'd hidden the pepper and the chili powder over at the Wises'.

That December, Jake followed his little family's tradition and put his electric train set around the Christmas tree like he'd done last year. One morning before Christmas, both of her parents found little Daria fast asleep near the tree, the train still chugging around the track. Alarmed and reproaching himself for not unplugging the transformer the night before, Jake reached for the power outlet to unplug his train and found to his astonishment that the cord wasn't plugged in.

January merged into February and one day Helen corralled both Daria and Quinn for a briefing. "Now I want you and Quinn to be on your good behavior this evening, because we're having a baby shower for me and Veronica," she said.

"What's a baby shower?" asked Quinn. "Are the ladies going to come over and wash babies?"

"No, Sweetie," said Helen. "A baby shower is like a party where the guests give the future Mommy baby things so she'll be ready when the baby comes."

The ladies started coming over an hour later. Of course Mrs. Wise and Mrs. Markham came to the shower. So did a couple of the other neighbors. There were also some ladies from the office where Mom worked. A couple of them dressed a lot like her Mom did, but most of them dressed less formally.

Daria asked if they were all lawyers like Mom, but learned that a couple were lawyers, a couple were paralegals, and others were something called "staff."

Mom's baby shower was something like a birthday party, only Mom was getting presents, and none of them looked like toys. Instead, they were baby clothes and bottle warmers and a baby seat.

"I hope that we aren't giving you things you already have, Helen," said Mabel. Mabel was a secretary who had been at Mom's office for years.

"Oh, no," Helen replied. "I had a lot of Daria's and Quinn's baby things back when we lived in Austin, but we didn't expect to have any more children, so I sold them or gave them away before we moved to Highland. These are a god-send."

"Are you going to use cloth diapers and a diaper service?" asked Mrs. Conners. Mrs. Conners was another lawyer at Mom's office.

"I tried to be organic and used cloth diapers last time, but this time I'm using disposable ones," said Helen. "As I grow older I find I make adjustments."

"What charming girls you have, Helen," said Mrs. Collins. Mrs. Collins was married to one of Mom's bosses.

"Thank you," said Helen with a smile.

Despite the fact that the ladies were nice and as friendly to her as they were to Quinn, Daria started feeling uncomfortable. Worse, she could tell that some of the funny stuff was about to happen. Sure enough, it did. A couple of blue bubbles were floating six inches above the carpet behind Dad's favorite chair.

Daria hoped that nobody would see them, but Mrs. Flores saw them. Daria thought she saw Mrs. Flores give her a strange look, pull a funny-looking stick from her handbag, flick it at the bubbles, and made them go away.

Mrs. Flores gave Daria another strange look. Daria looked back at her. Mrs. Flores turned away.
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Half-Bloods and True Grit

It was a cold and dreary day at Grimmauld Place. The sun was hidden by thick clouds and a cold wind swayed the branches of the trees and bushes of the small, ill-kept park across the street from the town house.

_What had befallen the House of Black_, wondered Walburga Black. Centuries of history, a heritage stretching back even before there was a Britain and before the cursed Muggles cut down the sacred oak groves and harried the Druidic orders into extinction, threatened to gutter out like an old candle that had burned all the way through its wick. _And our line will fade into extinction_, she brooded. Her sons wouldn't carry on the name of Black. One son, the eldest, turned blood-traitor and was then thrown into Azkaban by his so-called allies, the younger son, the good son, had been killed by the Dark Lord. There were no others; not even daughters to share the seed of the House of Black. The thought depressed her.

She was still in her dark mood two days later. Father had invited her to his new London pied-a-terre and she had accepted his invitation. He'd moved out of the family townhouse and into a place of his own.

She was going to decry the end of her branch of the House of Black as she had so often since Regulus had been murdered at the hands of the Dark Lord, but for some reason that evening, her father decided that he wasn't going to have any of it.

"I'm tired of hearing it!" said Father. "You do have a granddaughter, you know."

"I have a _what_?" said Walburga. "A granddaughter? Who told you that?"

"I first heard it in a roundabout way from Dumbledore," he said.

"I don't trust anything I hear from that scheming old trickster!" shouted Walburga.

"I don't have to," her father replied. "I made my own investigations and found that I do indeed have a great-granddaughter." He smirked. "Sirius, of all people, fathered her," he said.

"Who? Someone he impregnated in Azkaban?" asked Walburga sarcastically.

"No, someone he impregnated before the Aurors took him," said her father. "About a year and a half before the Potters died and the Dark Lord was cast down."

"One of his starry-eyed Muggle-born admirers?" she asked.

"No, someone outside his usual circle of admirers," he said, "an American woman named Helen Morgendorffer."

Walburga frowned. She didn't think much of Americans. American Muggles were disgustingly egalitarian and thought that the worst of filth were equals to high priests and kings. Worse, the wizarding folk there had contracted the egalitarian disease from their Muggle counterparts.

"I presume that she was some unpedigreed Yank witch without the slightest idea as to what really mattered," said Walburga waspishly.

"No," said Father.

"A filthy Muggle?" she said incredulously.

"A Muggle. She looks like a Barksdale, though," said her father. "She was married. Satyr's biscuits and alcohol, you know."

"So where is the girl's mother and her husband living right now?" she asked.

"They're currently living in Texas," said Father.

Walburga knew just enough American geography to know that Texas was in the southern or western part of the United States. They spoke English, or at least English of sorts, although she had serious doubts whether it was the sort of English spoken by properly-bred people.

She was reminded of the time her two young sons had disobeyed her, hopped onto the Muggle Underground and gone to the cinema. She'd searched several theaters and found the two watching a Muggle movie titled _True_ _Grit_. She took both boys home, scolded them, and watched coldly as their father thrashed them for their misbehavior.

Nevertheless, for some reason she found herself intrigued by what she'd seen on the movie screen while waiting for the right moment to pounce on her errant sons. She went back to the cinema alone, bought a ticket,and watched the movie from beginning to end by herself. After all, what was life as a member of the great and powerful Black family without secrets and compartmentalization?

The plot she could relate to: the Muggle girl Mattie Ross riding out on horseback to avenge her father's murder, hiring the bounty hunter Rooster Cogburn, then joining Cogburn and LeBouef as they rode after her father's killers.

She could admire Mattie. The girl may have been a weak and helpless Muggle, yet she was willing to risk deaths and injuries that wizarding folk didn't have to worry about. Mattie had her vengeance, even if she nearly lost her life and lost her leg in the process. Walburga subsequently searched out a copy of the Muggle book upon which the movie was based and had been disturbed to learn that Mattie Ross never had children.

Nevertheless, the thought of a young witch, pure-blood or Muggle-born, growing to womanhood in such a barbarous environment appalled her.

"So what do you propose the family should do about her?" she said.

"For now, I think we should do nothing," said Father.

"But that child is…" she began.

"All of five years old," he said. "It is usually difficult to tell whether she is as great a sorceress as Circe or as void of magic as the stupidest Muggle when children are that young."

"But the stain to the family honor…" she began.

"Is far less a risk to the fortunes of the House of Black than its extinction," he said.

He could see that she didn't want to think of this.

"We'll speak of this no more this evening," he said. "Let us finish dinner, then see what the house elves have prepared for dessert."

Ten days later, Marlena Reardon came to call. She and Walburga had know each other for years, beginning when they had been eleven year-olds in Slytherin House's girls' dormitories. They'd been friends through marriages, child-births, the Grindelwald War, the Voldemort War, and deaths natural and from curses.

Walburga brought up the existence of her recently-found granddaughter and her Muggle mother. Marlena wasn't as sympathetic as she'd hoped.

Marlena told her as one friend tells another that having a granddaughter with a Muggle mother wasn't an utter catastrophe. "You know that the Dark Lord is himself a half-blood," she said.

Nor would Marlena accept Walburga's counter-arguments. "A half-blood in the family is a temporary reversal of fortune," she said. "Extinction is more permanent. A half-blood and her progeny can be married off to suitable wizards and witches of respectable families, and over the course of several generations, whatever Muggle influence can be rendered negligible."

Nor did Marlena drop the matter. "I've had some interesting talks with members of some of the magical clans of East Asia," she continued. "Like some of our old families, they, too, have occasionally outcrossed with Muggles or barbarians over the centuries. The difference between them and many of the old families here in Britain and in Europe is that the East Asians not only think in terms of single generations and multiple generations, but also over centuries. From their viewpoint, outcrosses with Muggles might be embarrassing, but it means less and less as one century succeeds another."

"I don't want to think about it!" said Walburga. Of course, the way she heard herself say it, she knew that she would.

She was still irritable several days later when Kreacher served her breakfast a couple of days later and allowed herself to be distracted.

The walls of the townhouse were not so thick that they kept out the sounds of her Muggle neighbors. Some of them ran the Muggle wireless, others ran the telly, still others ran record-players or stereos or whatever Muggles called them.

The neighbor on the second floor of 11 Grimmauld Place fancied himself an intellectual and liked to listen to BBC news programs. This morning they were broadcasting an interview about some Muggle historian's new book. She would have ignored it had she not heard the word "Texas."

"There was an old saying about Texas that it was hell on women and horses," said the author. Walburga wasn't sure she believed the author, but his quip gave her food for thought. Perhaps it might remain true? If what the author said was still true, any woman who survived such a test of her mettle would have to be tougher than the common ruck. She hoped so.

It was now time to make a decision. She decided to work an old spell she'd learned in divination class to help her decide which course of action she should take.

She hadn't tried to work this spell in years. She first made the potion she was going to use, changed into a shift, lit the candles, then cast the spell.

She'd thought to consult the omens or seek some vision from beyond the bounds of normal time and space, but instead she found herself turning inward instead of outwards. She surprised herself by the question she asked herself: was it better for the House of Black to continue, even if the last daughter was a half-blood, or should she stand by her old beliefs and let the House of Black wither into extinction?

She came up from her trance much later with her answer, surprising herself by her choice.

_Blood traitor_, she mockingly told herself.

_So be it_, she told herself.

She hoped that Texas was still as hard on women as that Muggle author said it had been a century and a half ago. The girl would have to be tough to survive as a Black at Hogwarts. She still remembered her years as a Slytherin, not just the pride and the glory, but also the personal feuds, the hatreds, the temptations of alcohol, Muggle drugs, and some of the darker potions, as well as the no-holds-barred jockeying for power and position not only within Slytherin House but in the larger arena of Hogwarts.

She wished that the girl would be a Slytherin like her mothers and her mothers' mothers before her, although that might be too much to ask for. She feared that her granddaughter would most likely be sorted into some other house.

_Please, not Gryffindor_, she thought.

The girl probably knew nothing or next to nothing of the history of the Noble House of Black.

She couldn't bring herself to meet the half-blood in person, so she decided to write her a letter. There were so many things she wanted to say, so many things she wanted to tell her, but there were so many other things she wished to keep to herself, so many old secrets she didn't feel that the girl was entitled to know.

She had an errand-boy, an impoverished scion of hedge-witches, that she occasionally used for shopping. She had him buy a ream of blank white paper. Even Blacks had to watch their knuts from time to time.

There were things to be said, important things, and she couldn't say them all in one go. She decided to first write a draft on paper, then write the final draft on parchment. She went through one sheet of paper after another.

The stack of paper was a lot thinner when she wrote what she wanted. She'd written just two sentences on a blank sheet of parchment:

"You're a Black. Live with it."

She signed it, then sealed it in wax with a Black family seal.

She would hand the parchment to her solicitor and hope that he or his successor would forward it to the girl at the appropriate time.

She hoped the girl would have the true grit to carry on the legacy of the House of Black. She'd need it.

Author's note: This chapter was a surprise to me when it started moving from my fingers to the computer's keyboard. It doesn't appear in the version of Daria Ravenclaw: The Highland Years that I'm posting over at PPMB. The version that I'm posting here has the remaining Black family elders either being ignorant of Daria Morgendorffer's existence or choosing to ignore it.

In this chapter, I decided to explore what might happen if Daria's Black great-grandparents and grandmother become aware of her existence and took a more realistic stock of the Black family's fortunes. It does not follow JK Rowling's canon.

In this alternate universe, the elder Blacks realize that the First Wizarding War has cost them dearly. With the exception of Andromeda Tonks, read out of the family for marrying a Muggle-born, and Narcissa Malfoy, there aren't any Blacks of child-bearing age left; the ones who aren't dead are in Azkaban Prison. Arcturus and Walburga Black's part of the family has been hit even harder than the rest of the family: Daria Morgendorffer is the only youngster it has.

The elder Blacks may still believe that pure bloods should rule magical Britain, but so far the next generation so far only contains two mixed-bloods and a male pure-blood related to another House. for the next generation, the family motto of "Always Pure" may devolve from a family tradition to an ideal. This does not mean that the elders of the House of Black will whole-heartedly welcome mixed-bloods and Muggle-borns into their fold; any young witch or wizard born to a Black mother or Black father had better be strong, have brains, show magical talent, and show true grit. As far as they are concerned, whether little Miss Daria possesses such qualities remains to be seen.
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Daria Ravenclaw Highland Years Part Three Wrap

Daria's life after her Mom's baby shower went on much as before. Either Dad or Mom, usually Dad, drove her to kindergarten and then took Quinn to day care. After school, Dad or occasionally Mrs. Wise or Mrs. Markham, would take her to day care, where she and Quinn would stay until Dad picked them up after work. Daria still played with Cindy, Jessie, and Linda; Quinn played with Dale.

There were some differences. Mom and Dad didn't let them buy as many things as they did before Mom started expecting. Mom also didn't stay at work as long as she used to and started coming home earlier.

Both Daria and Quinn saw that Mom started wearing larger clothes. Daria had noticed a couple of other grown-up women who had gotten bigger and knew why Mom had to buy new clothes, but Quinn didn't.

"Mom," said Quinn. "Why is your tummy getting bigger?"

"Quinn, Sweetie, that's the baby," said Helen.

"I thought the baby was at the hospital," said Quinn.

"No, Sweetie," said Helen, "the baby is growing inside me."

One of the things that Daria remembered later was that when Mom was pregnant with Veronica, she'd get cranky, snap occasionally, and send her and Quinn to the corner for stuff that used to be OK. Once in a while things got so tense that Dad would get in his car and bring home something Mommy wanted.

Daria continued to go to kindergarten. One of the things Daria began to learn in kindergarten was that sometimes adults said things that weren't always true. One of her substitute teachers told her class about the saying that March came in like a lion but left like a lamb. Daria wasn't sure she believed her. She'd seen spring flowers sprouting during the first week in March, but sometimes there could be a cold snap as late as the end of the month.

Easter was on April 7th this year. Helen took Daria and Quinn to the Highland Methodist Church for Easter services. Daria was impressed with the number of people who showed up for church. So was the minister, who said he was overwhelmed by the unusually large crowd and invited them to come back next Sunday. Jake sat uncomfortably in the pew with his pregnant wife and two daughters. In spite of that, Jake stayed with them after services and cheered his daughters on when they went Easter egg-hunting with the other children.

Daria's sixth birthday came two days later. Daria was disappointed that more people didn't come to her birthday party, but her Mom said that everybody must have been partied-out because of Easter. Nevertheless, Daria and her few friends had a small party with cake, ice cream, and a couple of leftover chocolate Easter bunnies. Mom's tummy had gotten bigger; Mom said that the baby would come soon, but she wasn't sure when. Mom did go to the doctor's to see how the baby was doing, and Daria noted that both her mom and dad were relieved that everything was OK. That worried her. Nothing could go wrong, could it?

Later that month, their old refrigerator died and her parents got a new one. Despite the fact that Daria and her younger sister Quinn wanted to keep the box it came in as a play house, Jake and Helen set it out on the curb for the trash man to pick up. Before the trash man could take it away, Daria dragged it into the back yard and announced that the refrigerator box was her house, then drew windows, shutters, and green shrubbery on the box's exterior. Daria first planned to visit her new play house and sleep in her room with Quinn, but after a particularly noisy and rancorous quarrel between her parents, Daria moved out of her room she shared and into her box. She remained there for two days until a particularly violent thunderstorm thoroughly soaked the corrugated box and rain started seeping through the cardboard. Jake went out into the pouring rain, reached into the box, and brought his shivering daughter back into the house, washing and drying her off before putting her to bed. Dad and eldest daughter reconciled, life went on at the Morgendorffer home.

By early May, Mom and Dad had started talking about the baby coming soon. Mom had gotten very big. She no longer walked around the house so much as she waddled. She still went to the office, but didn't stay as late as she used to. Daria and Quinn knew that the new baby would come soon now. They were right. One afternoon, Dad picked them up from daycare and took them over to the Wises' house.

"Girls, Daddy and Mommy have to go to the hospital to pick up your new little sister," said Jake. "It's going to take a while, so you'll be staying with Mr. and Mrs. Wise until the baby comes and Mommy and the baby are ready to come home."

That was OK with Daria. She and Mrs. Wise's daughter Cindy got along OK with her and Quinn.

"How long will that be?" asked Quinn.

"I don't know, Smidget," said Jake. "It will take as long as it takes."

"I'll call you when the baby comes out," he added.

Jake thanked Mrs. Wise for looking after his daughters, closed the door and walked out to his truck, where Helen was waiting in the front seat.

Quinn started crying almost as soon as the door closed. "I want Mom," she said.

"Hush, hush," said Mrs. Wise, taking Quinn in her arms. "Don't worry about your Mom, she's tough. We can all think good thoughts for her, but crying won't help."

"Girls," said Mrs. Wise, "there's not much to do except wait."

Cindy gave Daria a gentle nudge. "Hey, Daria," she said quietly . "I got a new Lego set. Do you want to help me build a house?"

"Sure," said Daria.

Cindy brought out her new Lego set, spilled the bricks on the floor, and after she and Daria discussed just hall long and wide their Lego house would be, the two older girls quietly set about building it. Cindy invited Quinn to help put the Lego house together, but Quinn huddled by herself, hugging her stuffed animal.

Daria didn't remember what time that she and Quinn drifted off to sleep that night, but she did remember being at the Wises' breakfast table the next morning when the telephone rang.

Mrs. Wise went to pick it up, smiled, and turned to the two Morgendorffer daughters seated at her breakfast table.

"Girls," said Mrs. Wise, "It's your father on the phone." She handed the receiver to Daria.

"Daria, Quinn," said Jake, "I've got good news. Your Mommy's all right and you now have a baby sister. Her name is Veronica."

Mom came home from the hospital a couple of days later. She and Dad were all smiles and Mom had a blanket in her arms with what looked like a small round face and two small pink hands. She sat down in a comfortable chair in the living room and pulled back the blanket that had covered the bundle she cradled in her arms.

"Girls," she said. "This is your little sister Veronica."

Little Veronica looked a little like the baby dolls Daria had seen other girls playing with, except that she was even smaller and more fragile than the smallest doll-babies that Daria had ever seen. Daria suspected that Veronica was probably going to be as annoying as Quinn was. But for now at least, she looked kind of cute.

Now that Veronica was here, Mom no longer went to the office. Mom told Daria and Quinn that she'd be working part-time from home until Veronica was old enough to go to day care. It was a little weird but mostly nice to have Mom home. Daria thought that her Mom would enjoy watching cartoons with them, but she didn't. Instead, she usually kept the television set to the educational channel and rationed the amount of cartoons Daria and Quinn could watch. She did make an exception for Animal Planet and other wild life shows, and Daria and Quinn learned more than they ever wanted to about elephants, dolphins, snakes, and owls.

Mom no longer paid quite so much attention to Quinn. Instead, she paid much of her attention to baby Veronica. Quinn was not happy about way things had changed. That didn't bother Daria so much. If Mom wasn't paying quite as much attention to her as she did before Ronnie was born, she wasn't paying that much attention to Quinn, either.

School ended for the summer, but instead of going to day care, Daria and Quinn went home.

Ronnie was not a quiet baby. She cried when her diapers needed changing, when she needed to be fed, and occasionally when she was frightened by something. Mom had told her and Quinn that Quinn had been a noisy baby, while Daria was a quiet one. Ronnie was somewhere in between, although Daria didn't know by how much.

A couple of months after Veronica was born, Daria woke up to find that there was somebody else in her bedroom. It wasn't Quinn; her sister was sound asleep in her bed across the room. Nor was it her mom and dad; they and baby Veronica were sleeping in their own bedroom. It wasn't somebody Daria recognized; it looked like an old lady wearing a funny black hat. The old lady was about the same age as some of the old ladies Daria had seen on Sundays coming out of one or the other of Highland's churches, just better dressed. Nor was the old lady substantial; Daria could see right through her. For a while the old lady looked like she was trying to say something to her but couldn't. The old lady then looked like she about to cry. She stood there and watched Daria for a long time, gave her a sad smile, then lifted her arm and waved at her. Daria waved back at her; what harm could that do? The ghostly woman then turned and glided through her bedroom wall into the back yard.

Seeing the ghostly old lady bothered her. So did the fact that she couldn't really talk about it with her family. Daria wasn't sure she could talk about such things with her Mom. Sometimes Daria saw things that her sisters and her playmates didn't see and more often than not, her Mom told her that she was imagining things. But she wasn't, even if nobody else could see them, and they weren't really solid like a house or a car or like people, like that time when she couldn't sleep, walked to the living room, and saw what looked like ghostly cowboys driving a phantom cattle herd down Whirlwind Drive.
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That August, Daria entered first grade. Things were different now. She now got graded for her behavior and schoolwork, and her Mom and her Dad told her that they expected her to work hard, pay attention to her teachers, and try to get good marks.

The transition from kindergarten to first grade wasn't a complete change; Daria recognized many of the kids in her class from kindergarten. There were also some new students as well. Most of them were either Mexican or Mexican-American kids, but some were Anglos and Afro-Americans.

Daria wasn't bothered by her first writing assignments. Letters were already old hat and she had good penmanship. She was still friends with Cindy, Jessie, and Linda, but she didn't go out of her way to make friends with the new students.

There were several kids that were particular irritating. There were two obnoxious boys named Beavis and Butthead and there were also the Aldrete sisters. The two boys were stupid, noisy, inattentive, and destructive. They seldom paid attention to the teacher, occasionally pushed the other students, and were usually the first with particularly stupid questions or comments or to disrupt lessons in other ways. Nobody liked them.

The Aldrete sisters were irritating in a different way. It wasn't that the Aldrete sisters fought each other or made rude noises like the two boys. They actually got along with each other very well. But one would start giggling, then the other. Or one of them would start teasing the girl or boy in front of her, then the other would start in, too. It didn't matter whether the teachers sat the Aldretes next to each other or far apart; the Aldrete craziness would still happen. A couple of the boys tried to shove one or the other of the Aldrete sisters. They quickly learned that was a bad move; their shoelaces would become undone, their backpacks would fall off, or they'd trip and fall when carrying their lunch trays from the cashers to their tables.

That September, Cindy joined a ballet class that met after school. Jessie joined her a week later. Curious, and still harboring secret romantic visions about ballerinas she was too embarrassed to tell anyone, Daria joined the class too.

Daria came to love the ballet class, or at least the way her first teacher taught it. Years later Daria could still smile when she remembered Miss Genevieve. Ballet seemed so different from PE. It wasn't following the PE teacher's orders like a bunch of cows at a stock show; Miss Genevieve never yelled. If she had to correct her pupils' movements, she did it by example and by gently guiding her girls' arm and motions.

Daria also liked how she looked when she saw herself in the mirror dressed in her practice outfit. She thought she looked very pretty, like a real ballerina, when she put it on.

She and her small circle of friends would go to ballet class after school. They weren't the only children there. There were several other girls from Highland's white families, and also An, a Vietnamese-American girl whose parents had settled in Highland, Jasmine, an Afro-American girl, and also Martita and Luz, both of whom were Mexican-Americans who had lived in Highland all their lives.

It was also fun and a little more challenging when Miss Genevieve put on music and they had to dance without Miss Genevieve calling out what movements they were supposed to make. They'd occasionally miss steps or timing and Miss Genevieve would gently point out where they went off-track. Sometimes, though, it would go wonderfully, and Daria could sense herself keeping in rhythm with the other girls and becoming one with the music.

"I wonder why there aren't more boys taking ballet lessons?" said Gail. Gail was blond and pretty and also liked to watch the cheerleaders when her parents took her to see their older brother's football games. Daria already thought that cheerleading was stupid, but she was a little jealous of Gail's good looks and how gracefully she could dance.

"I don't know," said Jessie. "Some of the videos Miss Genevieve showed us showed male dancers. There have got to be some boys taking ballet lessons somewhere."

"I think that's because so many of them are chicken," said Daria. "I've heard that they're afraid of being called homos."

None of the girls were quite sure of what homos were or what they did, although they knew that many of the people in town thought they were horrible.

"Boys are weird," said Linda. Daria had to agree.

"We'll have to do without them," said Cindy.

Daria and the other girls slowly learned the basics. Some of them involved dance steps, but not all. They learned how to use the stretch bars before they danced, the five basic positions, and how to use their arms and hands as well as their feet to dance. They also learned new dance steps, first without, then with music. At first they were clumsy and their movements failed to match the tempo of the music. However, with time and practice, she and the other girls slowly gained more confidence, feeling like they, too, were like real ballerinas, howbeit younger and somewhat shorter than the ones they saw on videos.

Quinn often had to accompany Daria to Daria's ballet class, sometimes willingly, sometimes not. Quinn didn't like Daria's ballet classes. In part, Quinn didn't like it because she was too young to go to ballet class herself, and when she had to go with Daria to the class, she wasn't allowed to dance. Daria couldn't tell if her younger sister was just jealous, bored, or both.

Whatever her younger sister's motives, Daria had to endure Quinn's venting at the dinner table.

"Why can't I dance with Daria!" she said. "I want to go to ballet, too!"

"Quinn, honey, you're only four!" said Helen. "You can go when you're older! And you're already going, Sweetie. You can learn by watching Daria, so you'll get a head start when you're old enough to go."

Quinn remained unmollified, and started mocking Daria and her ballet lessons when the girls retired to their bedroom.

Helen decided that her oldest daughter was now responsible enough to spend the night at friends' houses on a regular basis. Daria occasionally had sleepovers at Cindy's and Jessie's houses. Daria also hosted sleep-overs at her house, usually on the nights that Cindy's mom and dad got together with Jessie's mom and dad and had what they called career brainstorming sessions.

Jake did not put up his train set that December. Baby Veronica hadn't quite reached the crawling stage yet, but Jake didn't want to risk his youngest daughter risking her life by putting some small part in her mouth and choking on it.

That December, Miss Genevieve's little dance company had a public performance as part of James Ferguson Elementary School's holiday pageant. Daria wasn't the star dancer; that was Betsy's role; Betsy was a ten year-old who had been dancing for several years. Afterwards, Daria, Cindy, Jessie, and Linda were proud of themselves and of Miss Genevieve as their parents congratulated them, Miss Genevieve, and greeted Miss Genevieve, Miss Genevieve's sister Lake and Miss Genevieve's sister's friend Clara.

Daria continued to do well in First Grade , but by January Daria realized that she was out of synch with some of her classmates. Daria, Cindy, and Jessie, as well as some of the other children, worked hard and tried to learn new things. The others, though, looked and acted bored and incurious. The two worst offenders were Beavis and his brown-haired buddy; they were often sent down to the Principal's office and Daria overheard her teacher talk about sending them to something called a special education class. The Aldrete sisters were also trouble-makers, although they calmed down a little; nevertheless, they seemed almost like star pupils compared the two boys.

Winter passed and Spring came to Highland. Shortly after Daria's seventh birthday, the two creepy boys strayed over to her block while she and Quinn were playing in the back yard. Daria walked up to the fence and coldly told the boys to go away but instead of leaving, the two boys went to the house next door, picked up gravel from their landscaping, and started throwing pebbles at her and her Quinn. Daria didn't know how she did it, but she raised her hand and the rocks first stopped in mid-air like they hit a shield, then flew back at the boys. The little girl stood up, walked to the chain link fence, shook her fist and yelled "BEAT IT, YOU CREEPS!" Frightened by what she'd done, the two boys turned and ran away.

When Daria went to school the following Monday, she expected the boys to talk about it with the other kids. But they didn't. Instead, they kept a wary distance from her and didn't bother her. That was OK with Daria; she didn't think normal people did that. But if the boys thought she could give them trouble, maybe they'd keep their space.


End file.
